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I found out that

. was the
of old

the diamond
I didn'teHEN that it

Afterward. I

that it did
So I settled to go

before I made
a fool of myself. She
wasn't the sort ofrl to herself away, and I wasn't(hesortof fPllow toask her to

r thought I might as well acood time till I Went So I me1 h,.ras often as I could. I didn'. tell herlht I was going (ill the last night, forfear she might ask questions. ThenI ment.oned it easually when we w, residing out a dance.
WefV'ng SmP pink ro8PSthatT had her. and she looked)ow I thought I should remember. Inought I should remember the valsethat the band was plaving too"By the way, Miss Elizabeth." I saidI rn goinj? abroad tomorrow "

She raised her eyebrows ever so lit-- tle.
"By the way." she moeked. "whenare you coming back?"
23? DOt corainS hack. ' I told herhy ' she asked. She .spoke as ifshe only inquired because she wasoongca to. I felt a bit sore
"I gather that my doings don't in- -

terest you," 1 said shortly
She brushed her hair back with onehand and gave me or.e of her sharp

looks. She and her father always mademe feel as if they could sec through abrick wall.
X "And I gather that mine interest!you,' she retorted. She shut b r

mouth with a snap just as old Smithdoes and fixed me with her eyes, and
I knew that we'd got to have it out So
1 didn't beat about the bush.

"Yes." I owned, "that's i."She looked across the eonservatory
and moved her lips in and out it'sanother trick of her father's. Then
she lurned to me and flushVd a little
I'd never seen her do that before.

"You needn't go. ' she told me.
I caught my breath, and felt as if

the world were turning too fast for
, me

"You don't mean that you that you
eare for for a fellow like me Eliza-
beth?" I said.

She made a funny little sound in
her throat

"I mean that." she declared. "I
don't suppose I would if I could help
if. but I can't" She touched my arm
quickly. "I c an't '"

"When I go." I said "and it isn't
because I don't care a lot. dear girl
but because I do you'll be able to
help it."

"You're not going." she said in her
positive way like old man Smith "I
want you!"

'Don't tempt a fellow beyond endur- -
ance," I begged. "I I oughtn't to
have told you, but I'm not clever as

you are. dear girl; and I thought you
didn't care, and it's goodby, and and
God hlcss you, Elizabeth "

I rose; she rose too, and put her
arm through mine and I lost my
senses for a few moments. Then I

bold her at aim's length.
"You're not so sensible as I thought,

Elizabeth,' I said
"I m sensible enouch to know what I

want,' she assured me. ''I generally
get it Yoil ask father if I don't "

I groaned at (he mention of her fa-- i
ther.

"There'll be an awful row if I ask
him," I said,

"There'll be a Avorse row if you
don't,'' she declared, with a toss of
lit r head.

So I told him, and there was a row.
He called me everything under the
sun, and refused his consent flatly and
finally

When I told Elizabeth she marched
me bade to him, and informed him
that we could do without his consent;
and he informed her that, in that case,
we could do without his money, for
he wouldn't give her a penny. He re-- !
peated the statement several times in
a very forcible manner

"I've said it." he concluded, banging
bis fist on the table, "and you've nev-
er known me 10 break my word, Ellza-- !
beth."

"And I've said that I will marry
him," Elzabeth replied, "and you've
never known me to break mine."

They start d at each other for a full
minute. The curious thing was that
they looked just alike, though one was
a plain old man. and the other a good-lookin- g

young girl
"Well." said Elizabeth at last, "we

needn't be bad friends about it. Don't
give- your unbreakable word to do any-
thing else, that you II be sorry for
dad."

The old man grinned at her with a
kind of grudcinp admiration.

"No," he agreed "No We won't
be bad friends. Elizabeth. I've given
you your choice between him and n.
money. It's a fair offerTand neither
of us can complain "

"It's a fair offer," Elizabeth agreed
"and I shan't complain "

"The money's good money," the old
man remarked, "and I made it for you.
The man's a fool, or a No. I 11 give
him his due he's a fool!"

Wii'' said Elizabeth." "But I'm not,
dad! I'll have the good man! I'll
have the good money, too. if you don't
mind Tome along. George."

"Look here,, dear girl," I said when
we were out of the room. "Your fath-
er's right. I mustn't let you marry
me."

Elizabeth faced me squarely Her
obstinate Utile chin stuck out, just like
her father's.

"If you don't." she said. "I will go
away and never touch his money
That's my unbreakable word. Lad

I'll"
"Elizabeth." I interrupted, "don't

give your unbreakable word to do any- -
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j thing more thai you'll be sorry for.
You shan't be sorrier than I can help,
dear girl. We shall be poor, but "

"Indeed we shan't!" she declared.
"We're going to have that money. It's
mine, really, and he d rather I had it.
and I like money "

"He'll never give it to you," I warned
her.

"Of course not I shall have to get
it out of him in a square business deal

a deal in diamonds."
"Diamonds! ' I laughed. "You're

pretty clever, Elizabeth, but you aren't
clever enough to get the better of jour
father in that line. There isn't much
thai he doesn't know about diamonds."

"Exactly!" She nodded. "That's our
charier. 0 thinks there isn't anything
thai he doesn't know about them. So
if we can find out one little thing that
he doesn l we shall catch him I've j

been thinking Wasn't Prof. Knowles
your teacher? The man who tried to
manufacture diamonds'?"

'He did it." I explained, "but they
were only tiny little scraps of things.
They weren't worth as much as it cost
to make them."

"But they would be if he could make
bigger ones."

"He says It's impossible, hecause
I'm hanged If I remember the reason.
I don't think I ever understood the
business really: but. he was positive
about it, and he's always right "

"What a horrible man! You must
me to him."

"He doesn't care about women." I
objected. "He'll make a fuss if I pro- -'

pose it."
Elizabeth laughed at me.
"Nothing to the fuss I shall make if1

you don't ! " she said.
So I called on old Knowles the next

day, and he was very pleased to see
j me. I don't know why he liked me. be- - ;

cause he said I was the worst pupil he
ever had ; but he did

'
lie grumbled at first, and muttered j

about 'chattering women," and "waste
Ol lime." but when I told him that
r.ii.uuein ;is going 10 many me. ne
said he should be interested to see her.

He had a theory about the attraction
she ought to be very clever' She is,
of course.

They made friends directly, and talk- -

ed and talked about diamonds until I
was sick of it, and went out to smoke a
cigarette

When I came back they had gone
from the study to the laboratory, and
were inspecting the diamond making
machine'. Elizabeth was quite excited,
and he was chuckling

M iss h lias id id .'. i ry i urious
suggestion to me, George," he said; "a I

j very urious suggestion. She thinks
WS could increase the size of the dia- -
monds; and upon my word, I believe

Iwe could!" He nibbed his hands fu- -'

riously.
"We can flood, the world with them,

land ruin every diamond merchant!"
she declared.

"What's the good of that?" I protest- -

ed 'It won't make us any better off
to ruin other people."

"True," the professor agreed. "True!
But If diamond merchants. in general,
and Mr. Smith in particular, wish to
avoid ruin, they must make certain
other people better off you two young
people, in fact Now do you under-
stand 7

"Ye-es,- " I said; "but I don't know if
it's cjnito quite the straight thing, you
know."

"Nonsense!" Elizabeth cried. "The
professor and I have a perfect right to
make diamonds if wo please. If father
chooses to buy us off It's his affair;
and his money is mine by right, and I
warned him. I'll speak to him about
it, professor "

She spoke to old Smith about it that
evening, when I was there. He snap-
ped his fingers at her and laughed

"I don't care that for your dia-
monds," he told her. "Go and make
them, and don't talk nonsense. If you
could do it you could make more out
of them than I could pay, as you ought
to know ' '

"I do know," she told him cooly,
"and. if it rested with me ,1 would do
it; but the professor has scruples
about ruining the diamond trade, and
only wants 1o make enough to give
George and me a start, since you won't.
Well, I've given you the first offer,
though you don't deserve it. Since you
won't take It, I'll go to Hulder. He'll
make us an offer."

Mulder was the old man's great ri-
val, and he hated him like poison, as
Elizabeth knew. He tried to put her
off troine to him hut she wouldn't he
put off. and finally ho agreed to wit-
ness tho experiments.

He came to the professor's labora-
tory one afternoon and brought a
couple of his experts They were very
supercilious at first, but they changed
their tone when the professor set his
aparatus to work and produced some
tiny little diamonds, like pins' heads

"They're diamonds right enough "

one of them owned; "but they're no use
for anything but setting in cheap rings.
We wouldn't give you five shillings
apiece, and it costs more than that to
produce them, I take It?"

"They won't interfere with my busi-
ness," the old man added "I don't
deal in toy jewelry! They're very In-

teresting, professor, but there's no
money in them."

"But suppose he can make them big-- g

t
' Elizabeth asked.

"I'll tell you when I've seen him
make them," the old man answered
coolly.

"You shall!" said Elizabeth; and she
helped the professor connect up some
fresh aparatus and retorts.

They looked the same as those he
had shown me years before, that didn't
make real diamonds, but crystals that
seemed like them for a few minutes!
and then melted away. They were so
cold that they burnt you at least,
that's how it felt and you had to hold

them in a special sort of wadding. i
We sat and watched the aparatus for

a quarter of an hour. The professor
kept turning taps and things, and Eliz-
abeth helped him. She had learned
more about it in a couple of days than
I had learned in a couple of years, and
she looked very scientific in a big
apron thing with a lot of pockets filled
with rods and tweezers and chemicals.

Presently they squeezed out a glassy
lump1 about as big as a pigeon's egg;
and Elizabeth wiaped it in woolly
stuff, and held it while it cooled or
uncooled.

"It's a rose diamond in the rough,"
she stated.

"Until it evaporates," the second ex-
pert suggested.

"It won't evaporate," Elizabeth pre-
dicted.

After a few minutes she peeped into
the wool, and touched the thing with a
gloved finger. Then she touched it with
her bare hand, and said it was all
right.

"Now you can inspect it," she of-

fered, and handed it to her father, and
he handed it to the experts

They waved it about in the air and
looked at It. Then they examined it
carefully through lenses and with a
microscope. Then they tested it with
eheraicalB and grunted. Then they
trimmed it up with a little wheel and
some paste stuff. At last they put it
down and nodded at each other, and
muttered to old Smith

"Wll " lit, nrnnnnnrtiH "lt'j n roap
diamond. It may be worth 100, or it
may not- - It depends on how it cuts.
It's not big enough to matter to me."

"I can make larger ones," the pro-

fessor declared, rubbing his hands.
"Much larger ones! And any quantity
of them. Thousands and thousands'"

"Then." said old Smith, "you can
corner the market in rose diamonds.
Make a few and you'll do very well.
Make too many and you'll ruin the
market. It doesn't matter to me. I
deal in brilliants."

'I can make brilliants," said the pro-
fessor, with a chuckle.

'Make ihem," said old Smith, curt-
ly. 'It's no use talking."

Elizabeth and the professor set the
aparatus going again, and we waited
another quarter of an hour while the
professor tried to explain his formula
to old Smith, and old Smith tried to
explain the diamond market to the pro-

fessor .

I don't know if they made each other
understand. They didn't make me. I
nearly went to sleep, and the experts
went and looked out of the window and
yawned, and Elizabeth ran about turn-
ing taps and stirring stings up with
little rods

At last she called the professor, and
they pulled a lot of levers and squeez-
ed out another glassy lump. Elizabeth
d( lared that it was a brilliant, and
snuggled it up in wool, and wouldn't
let any one peep at it.

"Give it to me," old Smith growled.

"Ill hold it " And she handed him the
little bundle of wool.

"You mustn't open it for three min-untes- ,"

she told him, "or it will be
spoiled '

He gave it three minutes by his
watch. Then ho unwrapped it, and
they examined it as before. They pro-
nounced it a brilliant of the first wa-
ter, and probably worth five thousand
pounds!

"Umph!" said old Smith "You've
done me. How long are you going to
give mo to sell out tho stuff that I've
got on hand?"

"Not a day, dad," said Elizabeth.
"It will be in all the papers tomor-
row, so you can prepare for a slump
unless we do business."

"Look here, Elizabeth," I remon-
strated, "it's a bit rough on your fath-
er."

The old man turned on mo savagely
"Business is rough," he said, "and

you're a fool. Shut up!"
So I shut up; and he turned to the

professor.
"What are your terms?" he asked.
The professor waved his hand at

Elizabeth.
"Miss Smith Is the business manager

of the firm," he stated; and the old
man turned to her.

"Well. Elizabeth?" he asked; and she
considered, touching her lip with herfinger.

"Well, dad," she said, "the professor
isn't a business man. He doesn't care
about flooding the market and ruining
trade. You can square him if you can
square ma"

"What do you want?"
"I want just what I should have had

if I hand't insisted on marrying
George. It's my own money really, be-
cause I'm your daughter and you ought
to want me to havo it; and I expect
you do you needn't grunt! You can
do it without going back on your word,
because it isn't giving, but paying. It's
a matter of business."

The old man nodded slowly; and
half grinned and half frowned.

"That's right." he assented. "I'll buy
the thing on those terms."

"0, dear, no!" said Elizabeth.
"There's no buying. The professor
isn't going to have you flood the mar-
ket. If you agree the 'thing' won't be
used, that's all "

"Very well." He waved his hand at
the experts, and they went. They
laughed as they closed the door.

"Thank you, dad:" Elizabeth said,
and kissed him. "Now be nice." She
jerked her head toward me. She al-

ways wanted us to be friends
Elizabeth and I were married a few

months later. Old Smith set us up very
handsomely and we got on very well
with him We got on capitally with
each other, and I thought that living
with Elizabeth sharpened me up a bit.

We had been married six months
when we had the professor to dinner.
When Elizabeth and he were talking
and laughing about the diamond ma

chine he let something slip. I djfct

say anything before him, and 'Hthought I didn't take it in; but T dB
When he had gone I took Eliza H

by tho arm. H
said, "you cha

your father about those diamonds H
She turned a bit pale, though J

tossed her head.
"It was business," she said. m iHsee " H
"No," I said, "I don't see; aK

won't sec. So it's no use arguin&VL I
She stared at me ,and opened Ntl

mouth to speak, but didn't. jl"The crystals that tho profesH
made," I went on, "weren't diamond2
They evaporated in the wool. You pdH jH
the real diamonds In beforehand. 9was cheating "

"It was only father," she proteiuH
"and it was my money by rights;
I don't care." H

"I do," I told her.
"She looked at me for a long tlnfl H

"What arc you going to do?" she atfl H

"Tell your father, and give up til
money," I said. ilElizabeth gave a little laughh
scream, and caught hold of me. "You'B H
going to keep me?" she cried. H

"Why," I said, "of course." IIB"Then I don't care," she assertdfl
"except for father. He will be so kH
that that" She blinked a little. j 'H"That you did it," I suggested; ul
she wiped her eyes and stamped H H

"You are stupid," she said "He'll fl
sorry that I've been found out, ifl
that he can't give me his money, f vj
you understood it properly " Rf

"Now, look here, Elizabeth," I sal H
"I understand it my own way, ansfl HR
never shall understand it any otjH
way. You won't get round me by
of your cleverness; aud you mayfl
well give it up." iE"George," she said calmly, "I glH
up. You may kiss me." Hn

I went round to her father's oflKI
the next morning, and hurst my sB;!
through the clerks into his private ol

He said he had no time to talk 1
me, but I sat down and told him fl
wait till he had. That seemed to ples
him. and he laid down his pen aula jH
chuckled.

"What's it about?" he asked. IH
"The diamonds that the proTesMl

made," I said. "He didn't make thW M
really." 1

"Of course he didn't," paid "''1
hussy of a wife my hussy of a daufi- -
ter- - changed them in the wool." Vl"And you knew!" I gasped. 9 , Jk

"And Elizabeth guessed that .QV
knew," he told me. "if you come iHj wt-that-

.

It was her way of saving my'. I '

face about not breaking my wordlj Wk
and now you've gone and spoilt it like-das-

it all! like the straight sort M
of chap I wanted to marry my girl,
She's a better judge of men than shs
is of diamonds!"

j A Bit 0' Philosophy By m j
T'S the oddest thing in

A the world to meet,n T. you here,' sa'd the

I they made
mm KP$& the ' " ay throuS the Salles do .leu 'i
W thought you were on

Jlfcfc yachting

$ "So I w as," ad- -

w nutted the philoso
pher. "But adverse

winds wafted us into Monte Carlo this
morning."

"There's not a breath of air stir-
ring," she commented absently.

"I was referring rather to er to
the winds of circumstance," lie ex-

plained. "Maunceforth and I got so
bored with each other's society that
something had to be done. 'Let's puttp into Monte Carlo,' ho exclaimed, 'and
have a little flutter.' Maunceforth.
alas! is not a philosopher."

"Poor Lord Maunceforth!" rippled
the girl. "No, I should hardly call
hlrn a philosopher, any more than
should call you one."

"I am a philosopher.'' he stated
"O are you? I really beg your

pardon. Of course, I 1 dldni kuow
that,"

"One does not wear one'y i hiloso-ph- y

on one's sleeve." he ...lalned
with dignity. "Besides, I have only
become a philosopher quite lately."

"Then that accounts for my not
guessing it," she replied. "1 alwas
understood, too, that ph.losopher.;
u.v onfwii,- - vnHifiil nennle."

"They try to be." he qualified "Also,
they invent systems For example,
there's the Pythagorean system, the
Socratic and the Epicurean systems
and, finally, there's my system."

"Yours?"
'Yes I Invented It last week.'

That's why I tried so hard to dlssaude
Maunceforth from putting in at Mont.-Carl-

I knew how it would be
Monte Carlo is the grave of i.ystems,"
he sighed.

"I am sorry," she sympathized,
f "that your system has broken down

Jn so soon for I suppose you will now

I V return to tho yacht at once and
and leave Monte Carlo?"

"B no means." said the philoso-
pher. "Indeed. I do not regret the
calamity very deeply although, he
hastened to assure her, "it was a fine

8yBtein. 1 undertake you would loso

,w

monej at it tnucb faster than uu
could even at Lord Rosslyn's."

"Then I consider it very plucky of
you to have played it," rejoined the
girl with decision.

"So do I amazingly plucky." ac-

quiesced the philosopher. But a man
v. ill risk much for the sake of theory
What do you say to the grotto bj tin'
dovecote''" he paused on the la?t sli p

of the casino stairway to ask her.
"It's cool, shady and sequestered."

"1 fancied, perhaps, you you were )

going to add appropriate." she
murmured, with the least little flicker
of an eyelid.

"The amendment i adopted," he
promptly replied, as they turned
(low u a side path toward the gardens,
and tdio put up her pink parasol "So
you thought it odd?"

"Thought what odd?" she demand-o- d

in some surprise "Tin amend- -

ment?"
No; the resolution. Maunceforth s

and mine ours, in fact."
"Do you mean hi? your resolu-

tion to put in at Monte Carlo?"
"You have devined my meaning

exactly' Bid th" Philosopher it
was a kind of joint resolution
seconded by me, on protest."

Qon protet.t." She made a little
wry face. .

"I had my system to consider, he
explained.

"Yes, of course. 1 can realize the
extent of the sacrifice," Bhe -- aid gent-l- v

"Still. 1 hope the situation is not
quite without its its compensations,
after all."

".Thanks to tne iavs oi cnance, ne
repiij l, "I find the compensations far
outw.-ig- h the er sacrifice."

"That's very sweet of you," she
cooed. "So you didn't expect either

"to to
"How could 1?' he prevaricated.

"The chances are- - always very heavily
against meeting a particular person
at a particular place at a particular
tjiueespeclally when one is par-

ticularly to see that par-

ticular person."
"And has had no particular means

of ascertaining where that particular
person may happen to be," she pur-

sued thoughtfully.
The grotto was empty, and the

philosopher noted the fact with com-

plaisance. The t sank on to the
woodun bench with a little lazy sigh

x - " tSv.

of content, and the philosopher took
his place beside her.

"Quite the last place in the world."
he admitted. "If it had not been for
Mauticeforth's persistence "

"And your system," she put La,

"Don't forget your system."
"I'm not likely to," he assured her.

"In fact, that was my strongest argu-
ment against coming here; but
Maunceforth is the most obstinate
man 1 ever encountered. "

"He he is rather obstinate," she
conceded, digging the edge of her
parasol into the gravel.

"Ah, then you have noticed it. too?"
asked the philosopher with sudden in-

terest.
"Well, suppose we say deter-

mined?" she suggested, as a conipro-mis- e.

'I think I should call him
rather a a determined man, wouldn't
you? once he has made up his mind
to to do a thing."

'"No,"' said the philosopher, with
unalterable conviction. "L'nder those
circumstances i should describe him

obstinate distinctly obstinate."
"But It It depends a little, doesn't

it. on the well, the the kind of
thing don't you think?" she haz-
arded

"For example?" he inquired jmiiei-all- y

"Well, then" she hesitated a mo-
ment. "For example, suppose he he
wanted to see sombeody awfully par-
ticularly some girl or other, you
know " Again she paused, and again
the philosopher nodded judicially.

"Taking It, of course, an a purely
nypoineiieai ase, ne rejo.neu, i
should say that it miht possibly
depend a little on that."

"I am glad you agree. I thought
you probably would!'' Bhe added. "It

it does, of course, make a differ-
ence."

"It depends." explained the philoso-
pher, ignoring this remark, and pur- -

,is it. were, his judicial train of
thought; "it depends also a little up-

on the ejrl Assuming, for instance,
thai tlu sirl was Inclined to bo a
flirt"

"Like Slack, let us say'"
she suggested.

"Agatha Slack is a most serious-minde- d

youns woman," he reproved
her. "She attends lectures and be-

lieves In woman su'fraKe, and all that
kind of extraordinary rubbish. I" r- -

SOnally, I admit, I do not care for a
woman to be too serious-minde- d Poor
Agatha! No, I certainly should not
call her a 'flirt,' any more than" he
turned to fix his glance consideringly
on his companion "any more," he
repeated, than 1 should call you

'one
"O, but" The girl looked up,

CB ught his eye and blushed. "I 1

am afraid I l hat is I you know, I
" She stopped and bit her lip.
"I don't uuite grasp your meaning,"

said the philosopher, calmly surveying
her.

"Well," she declared, meeting his
gaze with unflinching audacity. "I be-

lieve I am inclined to bo what you
say Agatha Isn't then !"

A flirt' ' ejaculate, the philoso-
pher, in amazement "You? Impos-
sible!"

impossible-- How- - how dare you
be so rude!" she wrathfully

The philosopher regarded her .i
moment as one regards a familiar
object suddenly presented to him in
an entirely new and unexpected lie;ht.
"How very interesting!" he murmur-
ed, half to himself. i really never
should have guessed it."

"It must be nearly tea time, don't
you think?" demanded the Girl, flush-
ing. Tho philosopher gravely consult- -
ed his watch

"Say in about ten minutes," he re- -
plied. "Ten minutes is such a al

period so elastic and re-
poseful. feel positively indepted to
Maunceforth's obstinacy," he added.
'Thai uiMn J i .wim. Dtiuuu uuc uas u son oi
baritone voice, not unlike M, Cilly's.

'Curious. Have you noticed It?"
"No. 1 haven't.'' she retorted.
"Gilly," explained the philosopher,

patiently, "is one of the artists sing-
ing here In the new opera, 'Le Cob- -
zar.' But you were saying "

"I was not saying anything, You
don't Rive me a chance. I was mere-
ly listening to you."

"If my remarks bore you. " said the
Philosopher, siting up rigidly, "pray
do not hesitate to say so."

The don't in the least she pro-teste- d.

"I'm enjoying them awfully
I really am."
"So am I," he confessed. "And

I was nearly forgettiiiR
there ii something I wanted particu-
larly to ask you,"

I

"Yes?" she said, loaning toward
him with an almost childish gesture
of eagerness.

"Yes," said the Philosopher, clear-
ing his throat. "I wish that dove
would stop singing a moment he dis-

tracts my attention Well, now, has
it ever occurred to you that you are a
very lovely and particularly adorable
sort of little creature''"

".No-no- ," she responded, in a tone
of careful deliberation. "I don't
think it ever has."

Nobody ever told you?" asked the
Philosopher nochanantly.

She puckered her brows in a strenu-
ous effort of memory, and again shook
her head. "1 don't think so," she re-

peated, "i can't recollect anybody
Leiiing me just precisely that; but 1

am afraid my memory isn't very re-

liable in in some things."
"Then I am glad to have the op-

portunity of being the first to inform
you of the fact." said the Philosopher
in his most urbane manner. "You are
an adorable, lovely little creature."

"O thanks." she murmured, look-

ing down. "Thanks so much! It's
it's so kind of you "

'Not at all," said the Philosopher,
"T speak from conviction, not caprice,
and it's the happiest chance in the
world that brought me to Monte Carlo
at tlu: indentlcal moment that you and
your dear, good aunt happened to be
staying here."

"Chance?" echoed the Girl, Rlanc- -

in al nim oui ui iue iu.u ui u
'Well, to be perfectly candid with

you." he replied, "chance was a sort
of accessory before the fact. Mauncc
forth caught a rumor at Naples then
there was my System. I did my best
to dissuade him from coming even
against my own private inclinations "

The laws of chance are very curi-
ous aren't they?'

"They are simply incomprohensl-Die- "

iie admitted.' "Black shuuld
never but, all the same, I am glad
Maunceforth prevailed "

"Yes," aid the girl, absently prod-din- g

the gravel with her parasol
"yes."

"Then you are glad, too?' he de-

manded. ""Glad I came?"
i I didn't say that." she protested.

"Did I?"
"You said 'yes, yes.' ' be pointed

lout, "which is practically equivalent
to an affirmation.

"I was thinking of something else,''
she confessed, blushing. "I 1 think,
perhaps, I had better tell you some-
thing "

"Do." said the philosopher en-

couragingly
"Well of course It it was a ter-

rible misfortune about your system
and all that; but you see. I happened
to to see Lord Maunceforth also this
morning before I met you in the
casino."

"Dear me," murmured the philoso-
pher, ,vdid you? I quite imagined he
had remained on the yacht '"

"No he came ashore early on pur-
pose "

"On purpose?"
"Te to see me." She colored

slightly under the philosopher s un-

winking gaze.
"Dear mo! he repeated. "What an

extraordinary fellow!"
"I don't see anything extraordinary

about It!" she retorted, frowning. "It
was the most natural thing, in the
world considering. Ho got my

aunt's letter, you see, at Naples, say-

ing wre were coming to Monte C arlo
He told me that, when ho mentioned
the fact to you, it was simply all ho
could do to prevent you from travel-
ing clown here by the next train!"

"What a shocking prevaricator!"
exclaimed the philosopher. "And he
pretended he wasn't coming ashore
till this evening! Let us let us dis-

miss him from our thoughts," he add-

ed loftily.
"I am afraid I can't do that," she

dissented. "At least, not altogether "

Why ?" demanded the philosopher,
fixing a stern eye upon her.

"Because." said the girl, "because
" And at that moment the dove be-

gan cooing ngain.
"Those birds," declared the phil-

osopher testily, "ought to be shot
They are a perfect nuisance. To re-

turn, however, to the point. I am, as
you see" he made a large, declama-
tory gesture "terribly devoted to
vou terribly! In spite of my sys-

tem, I came to Monte Carlo especial-
ly to see you I confess it and ask
you, to ask you. in fact "

"No, no don't please," she 'Trtfer-rupte- d

hasitly.
"And pray why not?" he demanded

in an injured tone.
"Because well, because of tbA

same reason thathe dove iuterrrpW.

ed just now." Bftjfc

"That." said the philosopher, rejr I
lioved, "was about Maunceforth." TBr;;

acknowledged the 8irljH
"About Maunceforth?" He stared. 1 K.:':.
"Yes" She looked down a little' HK7

guiltily at the tips of her shoes. Hu , -

'Bless my heart!" ejaculated thBj
J philosopher, taken" sak "WnatK J

about him?" BBS' J
"He asked me to marry himtBlsW I

morning," she faltered. I

"Ha! And of course you refused '3e I

The philosopher's tone was trium-jM- I

phant. E& I
No, I consented." BH I

"To marry Maunceforth?" the phil- - 9b,J
osopher's gaze held absolute incred- -
ullty. mZ

"To marry Lord Maunceforth," she 1 I
repeated, slowly. Hw I

"I fancy it must be about tea- - 1

time," he observed, with a profound 1

sigh. "Let us go and find Maunce- - M
forth. 1 must congratulate him" W I

"I hope you w ill forgive me?" she 9&C I
ventured penitently. ElThe philosopher's glance bright- - KTI
ened. "W ith pleasure," ho assented. BL M

"And you you don't mind very JH
much?" W&M

"Not a bit,' he assured her. "On Sal
the contrary. It simplifies matters Eenormously." nflThe girl withdrew her hand swiftly H9
and bit her lip. The philosopher's flrcfl
gaze rested on her face with unruf- - jfl
fled composure. She looked up, and kmeeting his eyes, her frown vanished; RH
she broke suddenly into a friendly nfl
little ripple of laughter. H"I am beginning to believe that you
must really be a philosopher after
all!" she remarked with conviction. wfl

Tho philosopher gravely took off
his hat. H

"And I." he rejoined, "am now quite
suro that you are a flirt!" H

Customer Hi, mister, I found this fl
piece of wood in the sausage. fl

Waiter Yes, sir; but I'm sure
cr H

Customer Look here; I don't mind
eating a bit of the dog, but I'm hanged fl
if I'm going to tackle the kennel. f

No Day Calls. I
Eva "I should never select a beaufl

from the youag men of theday." kyrl
Edna "Ndr I shojelectB:' ' -

from the ypung menJ aM
That is tho time thejj I L 1


